"KING   GF   ALL   HIELAND   HAIRTS**

off to Penrith, and thence he pushed straight on to
overtake the Prince at Carlisle. From Kendal the
rearguard had marched forty miles without sleep and
on short provisions. They had done all that a rear-
guard should, and had brought off the guns in safety.
It happened nearly two hundred years ago, and that
evening and night the Nevinsons, in their grey stone
house which now stands so quiet, were listening to
the firing, the outcries and the trampling of horses
in the last battle hitherto fought on English ground.
Still formidable the Highlanders passed back into
Scotland, and moved to and fro with various for-
tune, till in April of the next year the Duke of Cum-
berland met them again at Drumossie Moor or Cullo-
den, seven miles from Inverness. They were then eight
thousand strong, but it was the end. Burns, born only
thirteen years later, and well acquainted with the story,
sang the lament of the lovely lass of Inverness :

" Drumossie moor, Drumossie day,

A waefu* day it was to me !
For there I lost my father dear.
My father dear and brethren three.

" Their winding-sheet the bluidy clay,

Their graves are growing green to see;
And by them lies the dearest lad
That ever blest a woman's e'e ! "

There follows her curse on butcher Cumberland, the
Royal Duke. So to the music of the most beautiful
Scottish songs the Highland host passed out of his-
tory into the abysm of time, with all their pipes
and clashing swords and barbaric yells.

Bonnie Prince Charlie alone is living still. Man-
kind's yearning for romance has kept him alive for
many generations now. All of us eagerly long for
something to shake us clear of the chains that bind
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